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. By Josephine Dodge Daskam, |

a yHERE are you goin said some
'.\\/ body as he slunk out toward th

e | luring angle. On the left neat black Yegs |
hathack. | pattered diligently through mystic evo-
Oh, out,” he returned, with what a | lutions.
vaudeville artist would call a good imita-| The chords rolled out slower, with dra-
tior 1 person wishing to appear blame- | matic pauses een; sharp clicks ot
‘.‘ for ! of something he remem- | the castan throuzh the hall; a|
b ctly. line of to rose gradually toward the

X see that you don't st long. Re steadily
r wh it is this aft 1007 about, er low, bowed,
: d like a stug at 1 and with a resumed the
What is it this afternoon? he demand- | firet positior
el v, ,’ A little breez lax 'g admiration
You know very well | circled the row mothers 1 aunts.
| “Isn't that te unning! Just like a lit-
S here, that's all. You've | tle ballet! Aren't they graceful, really,
now
~ will to that old dancing school I'ne whistle shriijed
r I tell you that I won't, and I| *“‘Readv for the two-step hil
e And I won't.' | mild ¥ It
I L t besin that all over two-step than
t's f you. You've got to firm inten
¥ I
t the thing to do
1 must learn to dance.” ind plunge
into the d n Louise
oy learn Hett )y girl, with a
r WAas a sizZe
AS even now
. » hall.
rs and
M
er
£ ntarily |
< r, all by her-
i tw Pig- erform
1 1 o scerted soap Tlitted 1
1 1t al con- |
i ip, Dick, « we'll be late, she 1 that
« k sweetly
) 1 ut up, will ve narled She was ethereally slender. brown eved
£ meek and | X his 4e-, brown haired. brown skinned. A little
pr dessert for f uf white dress spread fan-shaped l
week with an air of love her knees: her ankles were bird- |
hatred for the sin tha The foot on which she poised |
lder sister, who w seemed hardly to rest on the ground; 1
A perately patient the other, pointed outward hovered easily
t vom Indicated ¥ here, now there Her eyes were
r ons he hung loose She |
Y SWay light one little ved hand ]
k helg out her skirt, the other marked lhwi
n ter | time ‘
N 1 . You will have Di idvanced and howed jerkily. |
¥ no one ever goes | g1 ne of the leeps of her sash In |
1 don | tamped gen A moment to get
Ma v bo would and the artist sank into the
" » have silk stoc
YOuy  Sagh it well, though! See
i : near ti door!” he
X & s they went by, and his heart
BLOGE ! with pride : |
Shoe e

w k 1

Why don't know how to tr

w 1 isn't %time now will ha
10 do 31 our scowl M oodness
sake ek < hief? It

St carry one.

Well, vou
Y« they always do, whether they
alds or not I don't know why.
Tett® T i

A No, you
v before

- | held out their diminutive skirts at an al-

- { horizontal, whirled meore

your name?”’ he asked abrupt-

and shook her
was very shy,
Pendleton. My
1 lawyer 's yours?"”
on’'t know!" gasped, obvious-
T rine flight. 1
chuckled delightedly, Was

| su¢h engagirg idiocy? She didn't
Welk well!

“Pooh!” he said grandly. 7 guess you
know. Den't you. realiy?"
She looked hopelessly at
shook her head.
in her big eyes.

she

ever
know.

her fan and
Suddenly a light dawned

I "Maybe 1 know,” she murrured. T |
D gueth [ know, He—he'th a really
s thtate!"
w was made “A really state? That anything—
: w do vou want to carry | hothing at all. A really state?’ he
t I never heard of anyt? med at her judicially. Her lip quiv-
£ will knot the strings. I |ere She turned and ran away
don't if they do carry skates.that | Here, come back!" he called, but she
way ates are not slippers. You'd Eusn-] gone. i
them. Very well, then, only hurry up. I | ien  at length Miss Dorothy {
should think you'd be ashamed to have | houne d “That will do for today” |
them  da ing arour your neck that |Surged into the dressing room. to be but- |
way., F rever do ecarry | toned up and pulled out of draughts and |
them so. I ¢ t know why : ;!""”“” 4 home. |
Now, here’s your coat. Well, T can‘'t | She was swathed carefully in a wa q
help it, you have no time to hunt for |Silk jacket aud then enveloped in a ho
them. Put your hands in your pockets— | @0 Mother Hubbard cloak. She looke {
its not fa And mind you don't run |like an angelic brownie. Dicky ran up
for Ruth every time. You don't take any | her as a woman led her out to a Soupe
pains with her, and you hustle her about, | @t the curb and tugged at the ribbon of
b Dorothy says. 3 sther little | her cloak.
& Yes, you must. [ Il speak to| ~“Where do you live? Say, where do |
¥¢ father if you answer me in that ! you?' Lhe demanded. :
way i. Men don't dance with, Her hair was under the hood, but shv-’
their =i Bocause they don't. I don't | hid her face behind the wom .
know | “I—1 Jom’t know.” she said softly. The
He slammed the door till the bl‘.lz’.’.dl“"—"“: t laughed
shook, and strode along beside his scan- | “Why, yes. you do, Ci she re-
dalized sister, the pumps flopping noisily | proved. . “Tell him directly, now.”
on his shoulders. She tripped lopzx co: She put one tiny finger in her mouth.
tentedly > liked to go. The personal “i—I gweth T live on Chethnut thtreet,”
capable extracting plea ¢ from the | She called as the door slammed sond shut

hour before them baffled 1 compitehen-
tlon, and he scowled fiercely at her, rub-
bing his silk stockings together at every
step, to enjoy the strange smooth sensa
' thus preduced. This gave him a bow-
legged gait that distressed his sister be
yYond words.

“I think you might stop.
looking at you! Please stop,
dlsicn; you're a mean old thine
think you'd b2 ashamed to carry yous
slippers that way. If vou jump in that
wet place and spatter me 1 shall tell papa
—vou will care, when I tell him, just the
same! You're just as bad as you can be.
I shan't speak with you today!"

She pursed up her lips and maintain~d
a determined silence. He rubbed his legs
together with renewed emphasis.  Ae-
qualntances mst them and passed, unecon-
scious of anything but the sweet picture
of a sister and a “rother and a plush bag
going daintily anl dutifully to ncing
&chool; but his heart was hot 1t the -
Justice of the world and the hypocritical
cant of girls, and her thoughts were busy
with her indictment of him before the
family tribunal—-he hoped he would be

Everyhody's
Dick Pen-
I ehould

sent to bed.
He jumped over the thresnold of the
long room and aimed his cap at the head

of a boy he knew, whe wasx standing on
one foot to put on a slipper. This de-
stroyed his friend's balance and a choer-
Ing scuffie followed. Life assumed a
more hopeiul aspect. In the other dres-
sing room his sister had fluttered into a
whispering,; Jirgling. many-colorec
throng: buzzing and chuckling with the
rost, she adjusted her slippers, and perked
out her bows, her braids quivering with
eociability,

A shrill whistle called them out in twe
crowding beaches to the polished floor.
Hoping against hape, he hag clung to
the beautiful thought thuat Miss Dorothy
Would be sick, that she had missed her
train—but no! there she was, with her
fainy high-heeled slippers, her pink skirt
that pulled out Jike a fan, and her silver
Whistle on a .chain. The little clicking
€astanets that rang out so sharply were
in her hand bey ond 2 doubt.

“Ready, children! Spread out.
Your linea. First position, Now!

The large man at the piano, who al-

Take

her in.

His sister amicably offered him half the
plush bag te carry, and opened a run-
ning criticism of the afternoon.

“What made you dance all the tim:
with Cissy Weston? She's an awful baby
—a regular ‘frail cat. We girls tease her
| Just as easy— Do you like her?”

| "She’s the pretticst one there!™ he said.
His sister starsd =t him.
“Why, Dick Pendleton! She is not!

She’s so little—she’'s not Falf so pretty as
Agnes, or—or lots of the girls. She's such
a baby. She puts her finger in her mouth
if anybady savs anything at all. If you
ask her
‘I don’t know. 1 don't know.
He smiled scornfully. Did he not know
how she did it? Had he not scen that
adorahle finger, thoze appealing eyes?
“And she can't talk plain! She lisps—

v single thing she does like this:

truly she does!™

Heavens! Was ever a girl so thick-
headed as that =lster of his? Brains,
technical knowledge, experience of the

in her—bul perceptions, feminine intui-
Ltions—were they lacking, tco?
“I should like,”” he said to hiz mother
the next day, “i{o go and sec her.”
“Well, you can go with me tomorrow,

perhaps, when 1 call on ‘Mrs, Weston, *
she assented.
“What? Why, of course not. Men don't

o calling in pumps., Yoyr best shoes wii

do. Are vou crazy? A straw hat in
Febrazary? You will wear your middy
cap. Now don't arguc¢ the matter,

Richard, or you can't go at all.”
Seated opposite her on a hassock, their
mothers chatting acrosg the room, his as-
surance withered away. There was noth-
ing whatever to say, and he said it, ade-
quately perhaps, but with a sense of
devpening embarrassment. She took
refuge behind her hair, snd they stared
uncomfortably at each other. 3
“And he has never condescended to
have anything to do with little girls be-
fora, so we are much impressed.”
Oh, why did not the hassock vawn be-
neath him and swallow him up? To dis-
cuss him as if he were a piece of furni-
ture!
Why didn't she speak? 1If only they
were out of dcors; in a room with pic-
tures and cushions a man is at such a gis-

mﬂummyhnpn!‘ll

yard—there

world—these he had never looked to find [*

“Maybe you can see the rat—he doesn't
often come out, though,” he added hon-

estly.

| oy did! He felt as if he had eaten a ¢old, | fully wunconscious of any connection be-
] > £huddered and twisted her fingers : gray stone that weighed down his stom- | tween himself and the roars of laughter
j violently. | ach. The cat slunk by, but he threw ] that came from his father’'s study. |
{ "No! No!" she whispered revoltedly. “I " nothing at her, and his neighbor's St. ust as it is, mind you, Lizzie, just as |
—I hate ratths! 1 dreamed about oue' 1|11*‘F!1urd puppy rolled irquiringly into the | it his father called after her as she |

had to have the gath jit! Oh. no!”

Frightened at
looked obstinately
1 persistently

r mothers’
chattered

“You know

He retired to the

this

to

would not look

flesh and blood

clothes-tree in the side
were no junipers there—and

3

long
her lap,
cateh her

¢ their tails?”

ly.
ust littie

The convicts had the

“bull pen,”
the

—p——

sneech
though

eyve

volces rose and fell;
meaninglessly.

during
was in MW
explaining | tioned for purposes of absolute secrecy.

they |

at him; at his wits’
i 1f

s would

she

Do you know what Bostoy

freedom of the
or exercising room,
holidays, and No. 117, who
for defalcation, had been

cursed his gods. To have made her ery

hedge stuck there and thrashed abon

irdes—but withour tari'l

going

as good as another
and

bed

ther came
side eof the

't want you

i@ ieel too bad, | most rk 3 offered him a
she said. “He knows that you { animal cracker! True, the most obvio
never meant to f seelia so. You | pre ion was bitten off, and that

know that little

i
l b are ye
! from little boys in some w

Thin
seem ve

that seem—er—amusing to you,

ably. *“Is it all right?"

His mother left the room abruptly, and

to know what I could d6, and I had to
4dmit that I had no trade, unless you
could call bookkeeping a trade. ‘Do
You know anything abeut chemistry or
geology or mechanical engineering?’ he
asked. Of course I didn't, but I said
I thought I could iearn to help around
at any kind of work. ‘Do.you know
anything about toels, or inventions?
he asked me, and when I said no, ex-
pecting to hear him end the deal, he
surprised me by saying, “Well, I be-

i for,”
“He explained that he was.an in-
ventor and had been busy for some
time on a contrivance that would revie
lutionize certain branches of trade and
make him enormousiy rich. His name
was' Broderick, he said, and all he
wanted me to do was to assume tho
ownership of the contents of the flat,
and keep visitors and everybody away
from the two back rooms. He said
! that if 1 did exactly what he wanted
| for three months he’d give me a bill
{of sale for the furniture and effects af
the place, besides $7 a week wages to
| be paid every Saturday. I was to stay
in the flat all the time except while I
was eating my meals, go to bed not
later than 10 at night and never open
up the rooms till 7 in the morning.
“The two back rooms, a kitchen and
i{small dining room, he reserved for
jhimself, saying that nobody but his
i wife should be admitted to them under
{any circumstances. He admitted that
he and his wife boarded in another
i place, and that he was compelled to
! make arrangements of the kind men-

quietly to No. 302 how easy it was for | ‘I generally work at night,’ he ex-
a lot of gambling directors to make a |Plained. ‘My brain and hand work
bank cashier a scapegoat for their mis. | better then, and besides I'm pretty surs
deeds, | not to be disturbed. I go home abou®
~Talking about scapegoats,” said No. |7 in the morning.’
302, “I think I can beat vour experience | “I told him that I'd try to please
all hollow. It happened like this: I'q |him, and we struck a bargain. 1 was
been in tcwn about four weeks, looking | to tell everybedy that I had bought the
for. a job, tramping the streets all day . flat’s contents and that Mr. Broderick
and . reading all kinds of advertise- | had moved away. It jooked like a very
ments. Finally I answered one vith | snug layout, and as he insisted that

‘M 13’ or something

like that to it, and

| there was absolutely nothing for me to

in a few days got a letter asking me to | 40 except tend the place as if it were

~—

| my own, keep out all visitors execept

| his wife and never mention the secret |

| Dature of his business, I was delighted
{ with the pilace,
| good faith, he led me into his locked
rooms. They looked like a machine or
jewelry shop, all littered

He had converted the gas range inte a
Kind of blacksmith's furnace, and [ noa-
ticed that the windows were boarded
up on the inside. He gave me a bunch
of keys, showed me a pile of magaziras
in the front room*and a case full of
bocks, all novels, and told me to g9
ahead and try it for a week,

“It went all right for the first two or
three days, and then I began te get
lonesome. 1 found I couldn’t open the

into his ‘laboratory.’ and the empty
house, with no company, began to get
on my nerves. I didn’t know anybody
in town, but Mr. Broderick had ex-
pressly forbid me to have ecompany.
Sometimes in the night when I couldn't
sleep T could hear vague scunds of
tinkering from his quarters, but I
didn't see him again for néarly  twe
weeks. On Saturday morning I found
my wages in a sma!l yvellow envelone on
the hall seat, and that night ablut 9
o'clock Mrs. Broderick—the wife—came
to the door. I knew her at once, he-
cause she called me by name, said that
hér husband had gone out of town for
a few days. and that she had no key
to the rear entrance. 1 told her that T
had none either, but she insisted that -1
try my best fo let her into her hus-
band's laboratory. 1 did try, but failed,
and she went away very. much an-

ters had come for them. Nobody ever
|called and no letters ever came. Even |

They thought he didx't care, but, oh, he

1itiook {o Jife |

sat for a i

dgifferent

{
lieve you're the yery man I'm looking

Then, as a matter of |

with tools, |
cigar boxes, jugs, bettles and barrels.l

door at the eénd of the hall whieh led |

a well-equipped counterfeiter's den. and

but when it comes to being an easy

t , he, supposing it to be ome of her many
sudderly remembered errands. was merct-

t ] came out again: and though she insisted

she | help! ¥, but he said rothing to frighten | that it was too absurd, and that some-
he | it, H thought of surper—they  had ‘ thing was the matter with her child
and | SI oken of cinnamon rolls and litt llow | she was sure, neverthel iss

. j with no particular occ
peunce when he
pu lossom with
{ sisted by the

His offering was acceptable. Th:
she met him on her walk, and s

nobiy selected a hideous
spotty

inlerested florist.

ple

ess is the best part of animal crz
He gave her in return a long-cher
| canetop of polished wood, cut in the

the

stumps?’’ | cruel to them. Tomorrow v.ould you like | of a greyhound's head. with eves
“OR, yeth!” she beamed at him. "My [ to send her some flow>rs and write her a | orange-colored glass he seemed almost |
l'nrlv-_!l.‘rr\"th got a bulldog. Hith name | little notc and tell her how sorry you | to appreciate it. He ad been offered a
ith } :” He liketh me."” i ars?™ white mouse for it more than once.
(hey make thel tails shorrs. A man Wocs | iy 014 10t pesks, DUt e septea ot | hiaeTainro, 100 months the Little God led
‘em off A fellow told me——" I~mr..r“ Yr .m‘v h . “. .,.h. 3 ‘}l! [I ’l,r h”’f] along the .{nnmrnsn- way-- The poge |
- 3 Sy i R I | lace ruffle, The cold, gray stonée melted tellow thought it was the main road:
Oh! Oh! Op!" she shuddered off tm-",w“). from his stomach; again the fature had yet to learn it was a by-path t
h 'Ssock, and rushed to her mother, gasy- | stretched ¥ vague before him. Intne Little God ' e '>|n" '*bx"«.'tvvh- \\il:
s with horror. y %1‘,,1!\“}' dreams he 1id the hon of the | him - 91 o e =
the parlor l'{,;.\.‘, ey ;‘rlrxr‘i:j '1 \T\X r.x:li In ”"" WOTarRg he 1pplied n?m:"'lf to his | first. had improved on acquaintar
S B w‘- 2 i, 3 g al | not » of >-ymlj=‘v_\': bis sister ruled the liney though he scoffed at Dicky’'s devo
- "’ "l""_ had he dope: He | on beautiful sheet of paper with 1| his siste r—thinking her a gre
was shuffled disgracefully from the room; | curly goid “P" at the top. and he bent | haq come to consider him 2
rose above her sobbing: the | 1o his task with extended tongue and | day, late in April, he '(-l‘] ]luw“
i~ d .h&-m":.-! .Im'k_\- and his mother. | lines betweon his eves. Ile rried her de;o-r; 1 :(x!‘:"w."‘ r-r" the lgrm;nd’:—
”—r\.;,.;,\[;.‘g .“l:\irzt i) rolfes: -pyer  liis ”i." € “].'h 1 sense ‘»f‘ Justifiable m."i-’ the sum of a.small red top a
“Of all dreadful things fo say to a : ,:p--..!v“d‘ :'vl xr‘f.«:!:» s »h‘u 2lfj£:s. eye that had been a doll's most
| poor, nervous little girl' I am ton oRLE "’)JV"‘S" eve r.f word Tap't 1 asked ‘“'v‘m’:m; feature, consented to impart to
fied. Richard, how do yon learn snuch ' i-'-?\f;m.:- >.h‘ '(;»M. il .nm_;a{ sonx of such delicious badness that
dreadful, dreadful things. Tt's not tr o |2 SR ( = k s 1 f”‘ha‘f - hf.s”“;: in secret.  He had Just |
- . iy '-l =5 3 3 ! ] am -E“l.‘ﬁ.! >s~w1 yYou some f "!‘.?(‘r.\ }1]:,; 1ed it '.‘,wnsf‘lf. and the knowledge of |
; . ! truly is When { am sory they bite them of but they do. I It admitted one to a sort ¢ club, whoss
they are little a man bites them off. Peter | hope v u will not hafto lite the gas. w= | members were bound together by the |
“,IH mé so. He puts his mouth right are all well and haveitig a good time. syllables. Dicky was pleas Iy |
"'f‘:{'? B ;Y 2 e with much love i am you ving son. uncertain of its meaning, but it con?|
"R ..m]_ Not another worg You are RICHARD CARR PENDLETON tained words that custom has bani h-d!
disgusting—perfectiy disgusting. You “Bess did the periods, but I remembered | from the family circle. They croonec it
trouble me very much.” the large I's myself,” He added comfort- | fearfully, with faces averted from the

house, and an exhilarating sense of dissi-
pation.

| bis voice at my elbow. He asked if
I-was asieep, and when I said no, he |

told me he'd like me tc step into his |
laboratory. ‘Tl give you another
raise,” he said, ‘if yow'il do something
for me in the daytime.’” He had a lot

of plaster of paris and
how to make it into a kind of paste,
‘ like clay, and he gave me a jug of

showed i

and a lot of pewterware and .\'howﬁI‘x
|

|

me |

me how to pelish up the metal. The
next morning 1 neticed that his dw\r:
was open and I judged that his inten

tion was for me to get busy. That

| day was Saturday, but I didn’t r’in-’\’
my envelope in 1tc usual place. But

I had some saved and wasn't wo A
now that I pal somsthing to oc

i my mind. |
1~ “Broderick didn't show up for an- |
| other week, and then, finding his docrs !
j locked, I con:luded he had returned. |
| My hands were .1 sta11>1 up !
’add and my finger anails were

|
|
|

|
|

|

. g
held her | "

Jeaves, as-|

{ Yellow beliy,
! '
; Yes,

practic
joys of

| mar
o
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CHICAGD, MILWAUKEE & ST. PAUL RAILWAY

THROUGH LINE

Pacifie and Chicage. Milwaukee & St. Paul Railways.

)
ol

Chair Cars.

'On and after January 9th through trains via the Union

rst-{Class Sleepers, Tourist Sleepers and Free Reelining

For Tickets, Sleeping Car Reservations and further

information apply to

CLAUDE S. WILLIAMS,

F. A. MILLER,

General Passenger Agent,
CHICAGO.

Commercial Agent,
106 West Second South Street,
Salt Lake City, Utah.
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|
Reading All Rind= of Advertise- |
ments o ‘r
jvelope that morning with two \\'-’vf\s‘:
pay—thirty dollars—and al in gold. I/
| Was surprised ind delighted, you can
bet, and that day 2t dinnor time, |
walked over to the avenue and lought
myself a new overcoat. [ got baek 10 |
the fat, ‘my flat,’ I had commenced to |
call it, but I wasn't there ten minutes |
before there was a ring at the bell. I
went to the door and saw two men, one
the clerk who had sold me the overcoat,

r— SEE
CALIF ORNIA.

A DELIGHTFUL PLACE TO VISIT A PROFITABLE PLACE

T0 LIVE

Greatest Play Ground on Earth.
Famous Places which Everyone wants to see. ) - i
Invest in a ticket to CALIFORNIA and secure rich dividends

in HEALTH, PLEASURE and WEALTH.
Mountain, Valley,

The Southern Pacific

Rivers, Lakes and Ocean Reached by

Company’s Lines,

For descriptive and illustrative literature call at
No.p201 MAIN STREET, SALT LAKE CITY.

D. R. GRAY, General Agent.

and the other a strapping, big Irish-
man, with a fur cap and his eeat collar
turned up. I asked them what they
wanted, and for answer the big man
put his foot in the slightly opened door
and pushed in. The clothing clerk
looked pretty scared, and 1 guess 1 did
too, but the Irishman sat down and ex-
plained the whole trouble.

. ‘Yer silver ain’t so bad lookin'," he
said, *but yer goold’d a dead giveaway.
Where's yer layout?’ 1 didn’t under-
-Stand fully till he began to seareh the
Broderick's back rooms were

RIEGER & LINDLEY, Agents

roriWilson Whisky

=

on my hands were the acids and plas-
ter of his trade. I never saw either
my empiover or his wife afterward,

seapegoat, I think I've got the world
beat.”—John H. Raffery in Chicago

INSURANCE
AGENCY. ‘atzbiished
: 1371

©. WARNOCH, Secretary.

INSURANCE

“ sassrsesEea
“Caaeseraay
see s
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cew messe sae

ces seseee

$14,071,848

4,578,013
21,330,000
30,720,485




